to do with dancing or eurhythmies of the Steiner school
Sometimes when I get home a bevy of queer creatures
are drifting about in the studio. My room has one ad-
vantage : it costs next to nothing. I have undertaken to
keep the studio in order (a duty which does not seem to
be in the eurhythmic woman's line) and for this I am
allowed to inhabit the triangle.
Its drawback is that there is neither stove nor chimney,
nor any possibility of fitting up any form of heating.
Out of sheer kind-heartedness they have laid a hot pipe
from the kitchen through here to the studio, but that
isn't particularly satisfactory. I have never been spoilt,
but now my theoretical work for the dissertation is
beginning, and I often sit up at nights writing, and it is
mighty cold, especially as I—once again—have no win-
dow, but only a very porous skylight in the roof of the
triangle. I put on everything I possess, wrap the bed-
cover round my legs, and then it's more or less bearable,
apart from stiff hands. I do not live here alone, for a
mouse shares the room with me. She is very ** coquette "
and is called Mathilde. At least I assume she is a lady, for
often there is something just too motherly in her glance
and behaviour. At first she was shy, but now we arse
good friends. Sometimes she sits on die table and helps
me to think and work. Occasionally I see us in a kind of
mental mirror and it all seems quite fantastic and
unreal. Do such things really exist nowadays, as a per-
son living in a partition and working at night by candle-
light unknown to anybody but a mouse ? Or are there
thousands of such cases, now and always, of such mute
and repressed spiritual loneliness ? We must not imagine
that we are at all out of the ordinary, you, little Mathilde
Mouse, and I.
Helene Willfuer.
Tell me that I am brave, will you, dear friend ? Tell
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